My Life by Matthew Fearon
Hi, let me introduce myself, my name is Matthew Fearon from Liverpool. I am seventeen years of age and I am a care leaver. Anyway life wasn’t too great with my family - to be honest there were a lot of problems. My mum eventually got of me. So one day she kicked me out. I thought she was joking but she wasn’t. I was only young and my life was going no-where, then one day I went into care. I’ve got to admit it was scary at first, but I did feel safe and my first night I actually cried myself to sleep. 

So many things were going through my head. So I spoke to the Social Worker and got most of the problems off my chest. It didn’t solve most things but still it felt good talking to someone. Anyone can talk to someone. Anyway, I moved around quite a bit, I’ve met a lot of people in care from residential to foster homes to private homes. 

There was one care home that I actually did really love. The members of staff were like my family. They all had great senses of humours. And how could I forget my two brothers Jay and Scott?

Jay was Welsh from Swansea in South Wales. A typical Welsh man he was also my mentor as a dancer, but you’ve got to move on with life haven’t you so on to Scot. He was from Mosside, had been in care most of his life like Jay. But Scot one day asked me a question, he asked me if it’s wrong to like boys, so I explained to him it’s ok in my rights to like boys an he asked me that question because I myself am Bisexual and not ashamed. So anyway I was living in Skelmersdale, West Lancashire while I was in Skelmersdale for a good seven to eight months I found my dad after 16 years, I found him on Facebook. I know strange isn’t it well things went well with me and my dad before I knew it he asked me to move in with him so I said yeah why not I didn’t even think about it. 
Then suddenly boom things went wrong my dad nearly killed himself then I got a phone call of some man from the hospital and they told me that he had been sectioned off under the mental health act, so I had to move to a semi- independence hostel. I stayed in the hostel for a good couple of months, I met a couple of people while I was in then I got kicked out because of my attitude on smoking pot aka (Cannabis). Then I stayed with my mate and my mum for a couple of weeks on and off while social services found me a place to stay, eventually my social worker got in touch with a company named Safehands. I was waiting all day to move somewhere. I got taken to Widnes, I had lived their in the past so I was happy that I got the house but I kind of didn’t stay there. I kept the house and I was going up to Liverpool everyday partying and taking drugs then after a couple of months I went back to my house in Widnes and I got told I was going to loose the house, then I realised start living your life, so I started Living Independent. I’ve been doing independent living for quite a couple of months and I’ve got to say it’s very enjoyable. 

So I am in my second house I’ve moved in and kind of settled in I am getting off the drugs (Cannabis) and I’ve just got back in touch with my mum so I am stopping the Skunk for her. So back to me whoever is reading this little life story I might have been going on a bit to much, sorry, anyway being in care has changed my life and I’ve learnt to get on with life so thank-you very much for reading my story and cooperating. 
